failure and "foolish" than be tied up to any routine success. I don't see
freedom in it ... that's all. Oh yes, I mean it. I really do. I'm grateful to
you both though; but I won't go.' I got up on my feet. Suddenly the
whole thing cleared up before my eyes as only keeping faith with what
we then called 'America' and I now call Usonia.
'Thank you both/ I said again. 'I know how obstinate and egotistic you
think me, but I'm going on as I've started. I'm spoiled, first by birth? then
by training, and'—this had now come clear under pressure—'by convic-
tion, for anything like that.'
Mr. Waller unlocked the study door, opened it and stood aside—hurt, I
could see—to let me pass. I helped Catherine on with her tilings, and we
went home. I didn't mention to her what had happened until long after-
ward.
The Winslow house had burst on the view of that provincial suburb like
the Prima Vera in full bloom. It was a new world to Oak Park and River
Forest. That house became an attraction, far and near. Incessantly it
was courted and admired; Ridiculed, too, of course. Ridicule is always
modelled on the opposite side of that shield. This first house soon began
to sift the sheep from the goats in this fashion:
Mr. Moore, a lawyer on Forest Avenue near my own house, was going
to build. I had learned of this, and I had given up hope that he might ask
me to build for him, when, one day, sure enough—could I believe my
eyes? I saw Mr. and Mrs. Moore standing outside the full length clear-
plate in the outer door of the Schiller Building office. I opened it—excited.
The Moores came in and sat down.
'Howis it, Mr. Wright,' said Mr. Moore, 'that every architect I know or
have ever heard of and some I never heard of have come in one way or
another to ask to build my house and you live across the street from me
but I haven't had a word from you?'
'Did Mr. Patton come?' I asked. He was the head of the American
Institute of Architects, the A.I. A., at the time and lived in Oak Park.
'Yes, he was the first one to come. Why didn't you come?'
'I knew if you wanted me, you knew where to find me. And how did I
know you wanted me? . . . You are a lawyer,' I said. 'Would you offer
yourself to someone you knew needed a good lawyer?'
'I thought that was it,' he said.
'Now we want you to build our house . . . but—I don't want you to give
us anything like that house you did for Winslow. I don't want to go down
backstreets to my morning train to avoid being laughed at. I would like
something like this,' and he laid some pictures of English half-timber
work on my table.
Three children were now running around the streets without proper
shoes. How money was needed in that little gabled house! (I had been in-
sulted several times by guesses as to whether the house was 'sea-side5 or
'colonial'.) None knew so little as I where money was coming from. Could
I take Mr. Moore on? Could I give him a home in the name of English
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